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DETECTIVE Bert Lan- 
sing knew old Gus 
Knapp, the Taylors' stable 
man. A cantankerous Yankee 
who insisted on keeping a 
batch of pet poisonous snakes 
in the little room off the 
stables. 

"Let's get it straight," Lan- 
sing said. "Wayne Taylor 
struck you with the whip. 
Later he fell dead off his horse 
of snake bite." 

"I didn't do nothin'," the 
old man said stubbornly. "I 
been struck by Mr. Wayne 
often." 

Diane Northrup, Wayne 
Taylor's fiancee, was sobbing 
quietly. Dr. Grant Taylor, the 
dead man's brother, placed his 
arm about Diane's shoulder. 
"I know how you feel," he 
said. 

Gus Knapp turned away. 
"Well, I got to unsaddle Mr. 
Wayne's horse," he muttered. 
"I ain't runnin' away." 

"Come on out to the stable," 
.said Lansing finally. "Gus 
ought to be back." 

But Gus Knapp lay dead on 
the floor of the stable, his arm 
swollen to twice its normal 
size. Two fine pricks of a 
snake's fangs showed on his 
shoulder. 

That night Lansing pon- 
dered long over the case. 
Piece by piece he reviewed 
the evidence in his mind, and 
the finger of guilt pointed di- 
rectly to Gus Knapp. Finally 
Lansing yawned. 

"Might as well get some 
sleep," he thought heavily. 

As he rolled up the shade, 
his eye caught a flicker of yel- 
low light through the small 
window in the stable. 

Lansing left the house and 
ran toward the stable. Before 
he reached the door, however, 



the light went out. He stood 
poised in the darkness, wait- 
ing to spring, and a black 
form, huddled in an overcoat 
emerged. Lansing jumped, 
grappled at the prowler as he 
landed. Then something heavy 
came down on Lansing's 
skull. The detective's fingers 
loosened their grasp and he 
slipped to the ground. 

When he had collected his 
thoughts the intruder was out 
of sight. Lansing turned to- 
ward the stable door, and just 
inside he steadied himself by 
placing his hand on Gus's 
work bench. He fumbled in 
his pocket for a match. With 
an intuitive motion he drew 
away quickly, but before he 
could get clear, fangs were in 
his wrist. 

He yanked his hand des- 
perately and rushed outside. 
Beads of perspiration stood 
on his forehead as he struck 
a light. But even though the 
fang marks showed on his 
wrist he realized that he was 
feeling no ill effects. 

Back in the stable, but at a 
safe distance from the bench, 
he lit another match, and saw 
the snake coiled on top of the 
bench. He recognized the kind 
of deadly snake it was, and 
knew that if any venom had 
entered his wrist there would 
have been a strong burning 
sensation around the fang 
marks. But his wrist was 
quite normal. 

The uncertain glow of the 
match suddenly reflected on a 
shiny object on the floor. He 
drew a hankerchief from his 
pocket and picked it up. 

At breakfast Lansing made 
no mention of the previous 
night's incident. 

When the meal was over, 
Diane said: "Grant, will you 
ride with me?" 

"Of course," Grant an- 
swered. "It'll get your mind 
off things." 

Out at the stable, Lansing 
asked, "May I interrupt?" 

Diane Northrup nodded, 
evidently irritated. 

"You and Dr. Northrup 
swap horses, will you?" Lan- 
sing asked. 



The color flamed in Diane 
Northrup's cheeks. "Is it an 
order?" she demanded. 

"Yes," replied Lansing. 

"This is going pretty far," 
growled Dr. Taylor. But he 
made the change. 

As Grant Taylor swung his 
leg over the saddle of Diane's 
mount, Lansing slapped the 
horse's flank. The spirited ani- 
mal reared nervously; Taylor 
shrieked, threw himself to one 
side, and dropped to the 
ground. 

When Taylor rose from the 
ground he was holding an 
automatic leveled at Lansing. 

"You won't live to tell, any 
of you!" 

Lansing knocked the gun 
from Taylor's hand and drew 
his own weapon. Taylor raised 
his hands, moodily silent. Lan- 
sing pointed to the saddle of 
the horse that had been in- 
tended for Diane. 

"Poisoned needle," said 
Lansing. "Meant for you. 
Miss Northrup." The girl 



"I see it now," she cried. 
"Their father was afraid of 
Grant's judgment. He willed 
Wayne control of the Taylor 
money. Grant was insanely 
jealous of Wayne's power, 
and because I was to marry 
Wayne, he hated me, too." 

"You're all guessing," snarl- 
ed Taylor, "and you can't 
prove I committed murder !" 

"If you didn't give yourself 
away with that gun," Lansing 
told him, "then the finger- 
prints on that scalpel you 
dropped last night will con- 
vict you. The one you used to 
cut out the poison sacs of the 
snake. Only a surgeon could 
have done such a neat job." 

"But Gus Knapp," Diane 
asked. "What about him?" 

"Got his lifting off Wayne's 
saddle. A double - pointed 
hypodermic needle filled with 
snake venom sank into his 
shoulder. Hidden under the 
leather." Lansing waited a 
moment, then turned to Tay- 
lor. "It almost worked, but as 
in all crimes, some dumb 
cluck — like me — had to stum- 
ble over your careful plans." 
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COL£ DETECTIVE AGENCY.] 





THE ROPES ON URSU5 LEGS ARE LOOSENED- HE. 
15 ESCORTED TO ANOTHER ROOM UPSTAIRS. 




WHIP, GET miUAND WHITE AND 
JOIN ME THEEE. IRIS, HE'LL LOOK 
IN AT JACK'S POOL HALL.THEN. 
I'LL DROP YOU OFF AT YOUR. 
PLAC£,ON MY WAY. 





THE IMPACT OF THE BUUET (g 
SMASHES URSUS BACKWARDS- 



LOSES HIS BALANCE, 
AND" 




WHILE UPSTAIRS 

WHEW / DON'T FEEL 
WEY' THAT WINDOW 
HEBBE THAT BIG OX 
FEU THROUGH i HOPE 





MEANWHILE AT 
THE AGENCY. 

'you can't locate 
i white, riilly 
well hurry 
over yourself, 
kino's been 

GONE NOW 
NEARLY 
AN HOUR 



GLADIG0TY0UBEF0R.e\ 
YOU LEFT- NO NEED TO 
COME. URSUS IS ON HIS \ 
WAY WITH A PRISONER. ) 
ILL GRAB A CAB AND 
BE RIGHT DOWN. BYE.. J 




'THE BROTHER TO THIS IS 
WHAT HIT HIM, JUMBO! 
SWEET DREAMS.SWEETIE 



PLENTY, JACK. THAT BEEF TRUST YOU 
JUST BOPPED, WENTNERTZ I SCORE? 
FIVE W FQUR NEED CASKETS AND I Al NT 
SEEN TEN SINCE HE USED HIM TO LAV 
MECOLD!...!.. 
DONTFEEL 
SO GOOD, 




'THEY'RE IN A-A SECRET 
CACHE -B-BESTHID- 
HIDDEN CACHE YOU- < 
YOU'LL EVER S-SEE. * 
IT'S IN THAT ALCOVE 
TH-TH-THERE. 



THE THREE OF SPADES STAVS 
ON GUARD IN THE HALL AS 
HIS EAGER PALS CLUSTER 
CLOSE AROUND KING. . ..HE 
FUMBLES ATA PANEL. 




SOME SECONDS LATER.KING RE- 
APPEARS, AND, AT THE POINT OF 
A GUN, HERDS THE HELPLESS 
SPADES INTO THE STORE ROOM. 
HE THEN LOCKS THE DOOR AND 
TELEPHONES THE POLICE. 




READ THE NEXT ISSUE OF 

yoUNGKINGCOLE... 
THE QUEEN TAKES A HAND! 



, PETE! [GOLLY, AN' ME WITHOUT 
y "CINNAMON! . — • 
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FINE.' YOU'LL 

TAKE 
THE CASE 




CELIA—I'LL A<\AKE WICHEBLV > 
OAKS SALEABLE FOR VOL).' I'LL 
PROVE IT HAS NO GHOSTS.' / 
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IS A 
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SOMEBODV MUST 



PLEASE, LAW. LOCK 
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&OS>H! I WON'T 
LAST L.ON& IN HESS! 

I'M f=iss:e-ziN<3 
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HIS real name was Mark 
Jordan, but the world 
knew him only as The Tiger, 
a ruthless and deadly gang- 
ster. Now lithe, silent and 
sinewy, he eased open the bat- 
tered door at the end of the 
dark hallway. 

Vanny Crossman, reclining 
on an old leather couch, saw 
Jordan before Joe Angelo and 
Shorty Spiegel did and he 
sprang to his feet. But Jordan 
merely stared at him through 
colorless eyes. The three 
thugs raised their hands cau- 
tiously above their heads, as 
the cords of Jordan's fingers 
twitched nervously on the 
trigger of his .44 automatic. 

Jordan said, in a voice that 
was smooth and confident: "It 
would be suicide to try to 
snatch Captain Theron Stev- 
ens by yourselves, Crossman." 

Grossman's face blanched. 
"What are you getting at, 
Tiger?" he asked huskily. 

"You birds talk too loud in 
restaurants." snapped Jordan. 

Crossman glanced murder- 
ously at Shorty Spiegel, then 
he glowered at Jordan. "What's 
the angle?" he demanded. 

"Stevens is a discharged 
veteran, suffering from battle 
fatigue," explained Jordan 
coldly. "He risked his life to 
save a buddy and ended up 
unable even to act for himself. 
He's under the constant care 
of a nurse." 

"So what?" sneered Cross- 

"Just this," Jordan told 
him. "I am the nurse !" Then, 
when the weight of his words 
had taken their effect, he ad- 
ded, "Frankly, I've been look- 
ing for a chance like this my- 



self. For a cut in the take, we 
could do business." 

A sly grin of enlightenment 
spread over Grossman's face. 
"Yeah, Tiger," he agreed. 

"Then listen," commanded 
Jordan evenly, "I'll walk 
Stevens past the shrubbery on 
the south side of City Park 
tonight. You guys pretend to 

note in my pocket. I'll swear 
I don't know who did it. 

"Okay, Tiger. Tonight." 

That night Captain Theron 
Stevens, staring blankly 
ahead, wajked slowly through 
the park on Mark Jordan's 
arm, Though both men were 
practically the same height 
and build, Stevens, for all his 
millions, was but ah empty 
shell, a nervous automaton. 

Behind the clump of shrub- 
bery the three thugs waited. 

Crossman whispered: "Here 
they come! I'll handle Stevens 
while yoU two grab The Ti- 
ger. Just knock him out! Lat- 
er, away from here, we'll get 
rid of him ! I can mail the ran- 
som note myself." 

As Jordan and Stevens ap- 
proached, Crossman suddenly 
sprang out of the brush and 
clapped his hand over Steven's 
mouth. Steven's body tensed 
in Crossman's arms and then 
went limp. Crossman could 
hear Shorty and Joe breathing 
heavily. The Tiger was pre- 
tending to fight. Crossman 
had not expected The Tiger to 
put up such a battle. He'd 
better help them. He let 
Stevens fall. 

Before Crossman reached 
Joe and Shorty, however, a 
figure streaked through the 



night. Steel fingers caught the 
nerves of Crossman's throat. 
It was Stevens, Crossman rea- 
lized, no longer a sick man, but 
a powerful, angered opponent 
with flailing fists. The light- 
ning, too, struck Joe and 
Shorty and Crossman's last 

catapulting bodies of his two 
henchmen landing face down- 
ward on the ground. 

Jordan lit his flashight. 
drew an envelope out of 
Crossman's pocket and tore it 
open. "It's the ransom note," 
he said. "It will send these 
thugs to the hoosegow, all 
right." 

Captain Stevens, breathing 
hard, drew a hand languidly 
across his forehead. Then he 
exclaimed : "My mind is clear ( 
I'm— uh, YOU! MARK JOR- 
DAN!" 

"Me, Captain." Jordan said 
slowly. "The doctor told me 
a sudden shock might bring 
you around. You started fight- 
ing the minute those thugs 
jumped on you!" 

"But what— why am I 
wearing this white uniform?" 

"It's mine, Captain. I've 
been your nurse. I'm wearing 
your clothes, as a sort of sur- 
prise for Crossman." 

Stevens gasped. "But you're 
The Tiger,- Jordan! You told 

Jordan cut in, "I wait The 
Tiger. I've changed now, be- 
cause of you. You see," he 
added, with a chokingMn his 
throat, "Y6u didn't look up 
my pedigree, when you risked 
your life to haul me, a wound- 
ed medical corps private, out 
of a fox hole to safety." 
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aha/ what a clever 
wav to hide the loot 
...under the phony 
mumps... er, bumps 
on a horse'<3 back.' 




' DON'T FRET, KOOTCH/S HOOTCHI& 
THIS BASE IS IN THg CAO/ 



HUMM... STEAL A THRONE/ 
GUESS r'P BETTER WATCH 
FOR THE CHA/RTH/&f 
TYPE/ 
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OPEN 

UP, 

COACH! 



MOPE.' NOBODY LEFT 
THIS BOOM! NOBODY ENTERED 
IT EITHER.' HE MUST HAVE i 



HE'LL NEVER 

VVAKE FROM I DOOR'! 

THIS SLEEP! LOCKE 




WHAT A PITy! "\ LOOK \\ ( LOOK WHERE ▼ H/VWM... LINT'S HEMABKABuvl 
THE COACH WAS OUT." H VA GOIN', RJNK! JWr^^EPpN. NIMBLE FOR A ' 

"""Atei CRIPPLED MAN 




see! now 

WHAT? WE 
DON'T HAVE 
A SINGLE 
CLUE! 



CORRECTION! 
THERE'S ONE 
FAINT LEAD- 
NOT MUCH. 
BUT WE'LL 
HAVE TO 
FOLLOW IT! 




FINDING OUT 
WHY LINT IS 
POSINS AS A 
CRIPPLE MAY 
LEAD US UP A 
BLIND ALLEY- 
OR IT MAY 
CRACK THIS 
CASE OPEN/ 



&)2.DOOM AND THE STUDENTS 
FOLLOW LINT TO AN ISOLATED 
HOUSE. 

SLIP UP CLOSER! WE'VE 

SOT TO SEE WHAT HAPPEN5 

IN THAT HOUSE. 




OKAY, MUSS 
PACK THE PLUNDER! 
THE TOWN'S OETTIN' 
TOO HOT FOR US! 





WITH ME AS CHAUFFEUR, 
AND THBV\ TWO AS LOOKOUTS 
AND SCOUTS, AND YOU AS 
PHANTOM BURGLAR,' WE'LL 
MAKE MILLIONS. 1 



THERE! THAT'LL \ 

TAKE THE FlgHT ] /rt/Vgf 




DON'T MISS 

THE NEXT THRILLING ISSUE OP 

YOUNG KING COLE 



^Bws* Sell Bmeriinn Seeds' 

GiU GET VOUR PRIZE 







BIG PRIZE BOOK 
CROQUET SET 
GENE AUTRY GUITAR 
"FLASHLIGHT 
KITCHEN WARE 
DISHES 
BOXING GLOVES 

ARCHERY SET 

TRAVELING CASE 

GAMES 



Most prizes shown above and dozens of others in our . 
Big Prize Book are given WITHOUT COST for selling only 
one 40-pack order of American Vegetable and Flower | 
Seeds at 10c per large pack. Some of the bigger prizes 
require extra money, as stated. 

Everybody wants American Seeds-tbey're fresh and | 
ready to grow. You'll sell them quickly and get your prize 
at once, or, if you prefer, take one-third cash commission I 
on all seeds sold. GET BUSY-send coupon today for free 
prize book and seeds. OUR 28th YEAR 

WE TRUST YOU 



AMERICAN SEED CO., INC., 

DEPT.534 LANCASTER, PA. 

nd the BIG PRIZE BOOK < 
40 packs of Vegetable and Flo 
Seeds. I will resell them at 10c each, 
send you the money promptly, and get 

My choice of prize is 
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